battleships, I have lined whole streets with sculptures,
I make music and pictures, I conduct the liturgy. . . .
But . . . sometimes a sinful thought enters my head. . . .
I get the suspicion that it is the fools among my subjects
who love me., while the clever ones are all Socialists.
There are Liberals too. But, as always, the Liberals want
too much for themselves and leave far too little for the
King, although they don't give the people anything either-
In a word, they are nothing but a nuisance. Only the abso-
lute power of the king can save the people from Socialism.
But no one, it seems, understands that. ...'*'
He bent himself at right angles in two places and sat
down. His eyes rolled meditatively in their orbits from
left to right, and his whole figure was suffused with melan-
choly. Seeing that he was tired, I put my last ques-*
tion :
"What else have you to say, Your Majesty, on the
subject of the divine origin of kingly power?''"'
"Anything you like!*' he responded swiftly. "Pirst
of all, it's unshakable, and it is the one and only truth,
because it's miraculous! When millions of people have for
thousands of years recognized the unlimited power of one
man, only idiots can deny it ... that's clear. I am a
king, true, but I am human, and when I see people obey-
ing my will, I've got to admit it's a miracle . . . isn't
that so? Surely, I cannot assume that these millions are
all idiots! I want to spare their self-esteem and to think
that it's they who are the clever ones. I should be a bad
king if I had such a low opinion of my subjects. And since
God alone performs miracles, it is clear that I have-been
chosen by him, as a demonstration of his power and of
my own virtues. What can be said againsrthatT This is
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